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HOWEVER, IF THE HOT 
DOG SLIPS LOOSE INSIDE 
THE BAG, YOU'LL END UP 
A MESS— ESPECIALLY 
IF YOU LIKE LOTS OF 



MUSTARD... 




ANOTHER METHOD IS 
TO TIE A ROPE AROUND 
THE SANDWICH, BUT 
THEN THE KNOT IS 
ALWAYS HARD TO EAT. 




THE PROPER, CULTURAL 
AY IS TO OMIT THE 
'MUSTARD AND SMEAR 
ON TAR, HARDENED 
MOLASSES OR FAST- 
DRYlNG 




THIS WILL CEMENT THE W'ENER TO THE 
BUN, AND YOU CAN SAFELY SINK YOUR 
SNAPPERS INTO THEM WITHOUT LOSING 
ANYTHING/ 
'EXCEPT 




, N'T BE CRUDE WITH YOUR FOOD! 
JREAD CULTURE CORNER!! 
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ace/sit those 
cattle off our 
paemj-An:? ok 
thar's going to 

BE TROUBLE ' 
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SffiVVB ALOH& H 

PARPN£K I 
WE'VE &OT A ¥ 

SCORE TO /,' 
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V DOES MONTE HALE'S PAMED SUN STAY 

t itsholsteh?pok The simple reason 

THAT HE DOESN'T DA«E SHOOT,. 
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gm 




MR, 



•J THE COUNTY COURTROOM * 



THE EVIDENCE IN THIS CASE 1 HOW ABOUT 

IS PLAIN .'I SENTENCE YOU. / MY BOND. 

BULL DRISCOLL, AND YORE -t^ JUDSE ? 

FOREMAN, ACE HANDALLTO A WILL IT BE 
JAIL FER WILFULLY DESTROYING 1 RETURNED? 

PROPERTY/AND I ALSO DECLARE/ 
VORE PEACE BOND i 
FORFEIT, ACE _ 
RANDALL .' 




IT SURE WILL BE,^. THAT'S ALL I WANT TO 
MR- HALE .' AND 1 KNOW .' THIS IS FOR THOSE 
I CONGRATULATE/ NAMES YOU CALLED ME, 
YOU FEB-VN 1 RANDALL/ 
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IT'5 AN INDIAN BOV .' "^ 
HE'S STUCK NEATH' A, J 
GIANT boulder, and ■< 
HE'S BEING ANNOVED J 
BY A HUGE fA&LE ,' ^S 
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NO-' FROM NOW ON.. 
] ABE THE BROTUEI 
OF GRAY FOX .' IT IS 




=?UT 6UP0ENLV, AS MONTE 
^TURNS HIS HOPSE' S HEAP... 

HOUP o w .' 

LIKE eUNSHOTS / 
RECKON I HAVEN'T 
RUN OUT OF TROUBLE^ 
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WE HAD BEEN GBT T IN.* 
FINE WITH THE INCIANS, 
UNTIL JEST LAST WEEK 
THEN THEY COMMENCED 
RA'SIN' TROUBLE, ATTACK 

OUH SHANTIES AND 

OUR CROPS /NO ONE 



l«*WROUSM THE GATHERING 
V PUSK, MONTE HALE 
PURSUES THE INDIANS. 
THEN . . 
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EACH OF VOU WILL TAKE 
ONE END OP THE STRAP I* 
VOuR MOUTH .'VOU WILL 
FIGHT WITH VOOR f 
UNTIL ONE OF V— " 
LETS SO OP THE 
STRAP. TMA 
MAN.-. BE 



ONTE AND HIS UNSCRUPULOUS FOE KNEEL . 





TU£ TRAOEH A GRAV FOifS 

HITS THE I BLOOD- 
OTHER MAN fj BROTHER 
PROPS 
HE 19 
DOOMED.' 




jLOWLV, INEXORABLV, THe 

'RENEGAPE'S hand reaches 

UP TO PULL THE ROPE FREE 

AND.A5 RELENTLESSLV.MONTe* 

IRON GRIP TIGHTENS ON 

BARTER'S WRIST/ 
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If they do meet again, you can bet your 
last silver dollar that it'll be in another 
pulse-tingling western adventure ...be - 

C4USE THAT'S THE KIND OF MAN MOMTf HALS tt& 
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AND THAT MHNSHt's) 17 MAY 
THE VARMINT WHO 
ROSBEP THE STASE- 
COACH FROM THE 
EL DORADO MINE 
LAST WEEK. 1 COT 
AWAY WITH FIVE 
THOUSAND DOLLAR* 
IN (SOLD 



YOu HEARD Mf.STWWWWR.'l'W 
A FRIEND OF MONTE HALE'S.' 
ANP I SAY HE'S NO OUTLAW.' 

CARE TO ARGUE b *» ■* 

THE POINT ? :y -^\ N-NOT ME.' 
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BIDING FOR A F 




THEY had' once been friends. Born on ad- 
joining ranches, Tim Fry and Case Pear- 
son had buddied together ever since they were 
no bigger than tumbleweeds. Neither had ever 
reckoned in those eirly days of easy laughter 
that their relations would come to their cur- 
rent state — a state in which there were no 
words, but merely stony silence and averted 
eyes. 

The falling out had begilh innocently 
enough, born of the natural desire of one youth 
to outshine the other. Both, even as young- 



sters, had been expert wa 



.k!;,- 



vith r 



visible 



edge in skill for either. That is, except in one 
department. Case had always been a better all 
around rider than Tim. Yes, Tim could shoot 
and rope with the best, but even he granted 
that Cas"e was the more expert horseman. 

He had not begtudged Case this. Indeed, 
when they had been friends Tim had thrilled 
to see how easily Case could tame even the 
most ornery brOnc. But he didn't any longer. 
Not since the day Case had humiliated him 
before tue other wranglers. 

The gray mustang had been mean. Tirn 
sensed that even before he mounted. He had 
no real hope of breaking him, but he did think 
that at least he might soften him up for Case, 
Well, he had not even done that. It took no 
more than two or three contortions of the 
mustang"* back to fling him to the ground. 

Case had tried next, Tried was net really 
the word, for no sooner had he slung his leg 
sip than the mustang seemed to sense his 
master. The steed had, of course, tried to 
throw Case, but even the animal knew the 
struggle futile and quickly abandoned it. 

Tim could still see Case leaping from the 
back of the broken horse, and then swaggering 
to the corral rail where the ranch hands were 




grouped. How many times had Tim gone over 
in his mind the words that accompanied the 

"Reckon you'd better stick to bunkhouse 
chores, Tim," Case had boasted. "Takes a man 
to break a bronc." 

Tim hadn't answered. In fact, he had never 
answered Case again, although an immediate 
apology had been forthcoming for the taunt. 
Case had not allowed the friendship to die 
easily. Fur months he had protested lo Tim 
thai his boast had been gecd humored, and 
rendered in the flush of victory. Hot the 
wound had been too deep, and Tim never re- 
plied. Eventually Case had stopped trying, and 
so they had come to their present state of 
animosity. 

Bui this rodeo would give Tim an opportun- 
ity for revenge. In the years that followed the 
birth of the feud he had deliberately ridded 
trails where his path would not cross Case's. 
He had sought out the best riders and meanest 
hoises he could find and had learned well from 
both. Now he felt qualified and had returned 
to humiliate his rival. 

Case, of course, was defending champion 
of the region, but he wouldn't be champion 
long Tim vowed. Defeating Km would prove 
even sweeter than the snub he had been able 
to give him the night before. Case had spotted 
Tim's name on the entry list, and advanced 
with his well remembered grin and an out- 
stretched hand, 

"Howdy. Tim," he had said. "Sure glad you 
returned to these parts. I hope you've for- 
gotten what a conceited little Sprout I was 
before you left. I never meant any real harm 
—just a case of getting too big for my 



britches 



eyed hir 



cold silence, then 
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abruptly walked away. For a moment he had 
been tempted to shake hands, but the roots 
of revenge were planted too deeply in him. 
He'd never forgive! Well, maybe he would. 
But not until he had supplanted Case as top 
rider in this neck of the woods. There'd be 
laughs again, but this time not on Tim. 
"Tim," Case pleaded, "I said 1 was sorry." 
"Not as sorry as you're going to be. Mister, 
after tomorrow when I show you how to really 
break horses." 

Tim's reveries snapped as he heard his name 
being bawled by the announcer, and obediently 
he headed toward the enclosure where the 
broncs were kept. Expertly he surveyed the 
horse he was to ride. Eyes blindfolded, i* 
quivered with the impotent idge of a wild 
thing unable to strike back. Tim trembled 
with excitement, but confident in the knowl- 
edge that he had mastered tougher cayuses 
than this one, he sprang into the saddle. 

' In a moment the stall gates were opened, 
and Tim and the horse were struggling in the 
ar*na proper. The cayuse bucked furiously, 
employing every trick that instinct taught it 
to dislodge its hated burden. But it had no 
chance. Tim's estimate of his owd skill had 
been founded on fact. No maneuver — no trick 
that this horse knew could unseat him. Let it 
storm wildly as it might, he knew he was 

He sensed the resistance of the stallion 
abating somewhat. Oh, it would be some min- 
utes yet before it was completely conquered, 
bui the end was in sight. There was just one 
thi..g more he needed to make his revenge 
complete. Tim just had to see how C^se was re- 
acting to this display of horsemanship. Deftly 
timing the bounds of the bronc, he turned his 
head and sneaked a look toward the riders' 

Suddenly, he was flat on his back, gazing 
up at the sky. 

As his head cleared, he realized his care- 
lessness had caused him to be thrown. Tears 
of rage filled his eyes and escape dominated 
his every thought. He had to get out of here 



before Case had a chance to gloat. Frantically, 
he sought to stand, but his left leg would 
not support him, and he toppled to the dirt 
again. 

He fainted then and did not revive until 
he was bedded at the county hospital with a 
broken ankle. He groaned in anger as he saw 
how miserably his plot for revenge had failed. 
And all because he couldn't resist sneaking a 
look to see how Case was taking his moment 
of triumph. Case! He squirmed at the thought. 
Even now, he was probably being presented 
with the trophy emblematic of the champion- 
ship. Minutes more and that big side of beef 
would be speeding here to offer false condol- 
ences — perhaps even to offer free lessons in 
the proper breaking of horses. History had 
repeated itself, and once more the ashes of 
defeat were bitter in Tim's throat. 

His hunch had been right. That was Case 
grinning in the doorway. Well. Tim would 
take it like a man. He'd take his riding— he 
deserved it. Yes. he's even shake the big hand 
that was being extended to him. He had failed, 
and he'd admit it. Let Case gloat, for he was 
truly the better man. It was only as he reached 
up to shake the proferred hand that he noticed 
Case had extended his left one. and that a 
sling supported his right. What had hap- 
pened? 

4^TP 1 M," Case said. "J ust thought you 
-^ might feel better if I told you th» 
nag that threw you tossed me, too. Broke my 
arm in the bargain. Guess I'm not ai good 
a rider as I thought I was." 

SOvfl they were laughing, recalling old 
times, and planning better new ones. The old 
friendship had been restored. The knowledge 
that even the mighty Case could take a tum- 
ble made Tim extremely happy. Yet, Case wM 
even happier, for he knew what he had done 
was worth the sacrifice. Who had to know 
that he had deliberately let Tim's horse throw 
him? And what was a little old broken arm 
compared to a broken friendship? 
THE END 
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n*mv! HE ORHRS ASPA(WOua 

go HS CAN LEAVE THE j 

WWTffl A , WELL, 

TIP' rrf Y U H P'PH'T SEEM 
■^ TO DO WELL IN THf 
RESTAURANT THE 
OTHM OKt- 
-yOflE5ELF/l 

Lsaw them men 
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TS V ^ 'iJ' 




WmM 



THAT'S RIGHT.' YUH KNOW MY BROTHER SAYS 
HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY AND IF I SHOULD. 
TAKE THE STAfiECOACH HOME, HE'D ONLY 
MAKE ME BRING IT BACK.' 






HAW, HAW, 
STUPID LI 
ANVBODY 
ANSWER 
v TWO J 


WHV VOJ \ ( 
TTLE RUNT.' < (( 
KNOWS TH' )\\ 
TO THAT.' J (\ 


nope; 

WRONG 


1 J 




^ V^ 
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^\W rli 


Sv^ 


vJ-^iS^3 


N-iw *S 


^v ^1 





YOU WOULD ) ( VOUR CRAZY.' 

HAVE SIX \ V WHUT COULD VOU 
OR MORE.' If HAVE ONE OF AN' ADD 
ONE AN' HAVE SIX 
OR MORE ?? 




